him at a spot she described, behind a certain
sand-dune that could be seen between the pines just
where the woods began.
Half an hour later she appeared. And for a moment
the joy that had been so lacking before made them
oblivious of everything eke. They had so much to say
that they did not know how to begin: words and ideas
jostled each other like sheep trying to pass through a
hurdle, sentences were begun and never finished. A
year, almost a whole year since they had kissed! But
with those same lips that assured him of her love
Catherine now broke the spell that held them.
Once more she explained that they could not have
more than a moment together: if she stayed any longer
they would begin to worry about her absence. How-
ever, somewhere between five and six she would try
and bicycle out to a cross-roads in the woods which
she carefully described.
From the top of the dune, half hidden by trees, he
watched her as she walked away. As she gained the
road she turned round and waved once. And abruptly
the landscape returned to normal: mere sand-dunes
and stone houses. But still he lingered awhile, as though
something of her presence yet remained about the
place. He stood there motionless, vibrant with happi-
ness, yet disappointed at its brevity; and, unable to
sort out his conflicting emotions, prey to a sort of
exasperated satisfaction.
He had nearly two hours yet to wait, biit he set off
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